Wine 


Author: DeathBat_Maggot 

Bands: Avenged Sevenfold 

Characters: M Shadows, Synyster Gates 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu May 28 2015 00:46:10 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 

| only own the words, not the characters, sadly. This is made for entertainment purposes and is complete and 
utter fiction This did not actually happen and probably never will. Ah, this takes place in Syn's POV, just an fyi. 
Enjoy 3) 


"Play for me." You growled the words, staring directly at me. | knew behind those black sunglasses you were 
becoming impatient. 


| happily obey, tucking an arm under my body, slipping in a finger through my entrance. | locked my eyes with 
your shades ones, making sure you took In ever expression i had to give. 


"| can't see much, can you please spread your legs?" | was waiting for you to say that. | accept, spreading as 


far as | am able to go, pressing in another finger. 


You get up, leaving the room. | know exactly what you're doing; what you're getting. 


You return holding your leather belts, one in each hand. You strip leaving only your boxers on and crawl on the 
king sized bed, strapping each of my arms to the bed posts. Then, you bite me, scratch me, penatrating my 
skin as blood beads the little blemishes. 


You leave dark marks everywhere, my neck, my chest, my thighs. | moan with each drag of your nails, each 


scratch, each streak you produce on my body, showing the world l'm yours. 


Finally, you enter and | can't help but cry out. The pain vanishes and pleasure takes over as you thrust, slow 
and steady at first, then hard and fast. | cry and scream your name over and over again and you never 


disappoint. 


You grab my cock, pumping just until I'm about to lose it then you stop. Repeating this over and over just to 
tease until I'm begging for more. Beg for you to just let me free, beg for my release but | know you're far 


from yours and you want me to finish off right when you do. 


You take off your glasses, putting them on the bedside table and you grab the bottle of wine. You pop off the 
cork and tip over the container, the cold, red fluid pouring all over my body. Before you finish the bottle, you 
bring it down to my lips, tipping it just so | can drink. | gulp as much of it as possible, the bitter sweet taste 
sticking to my taste buds. 


Excess wine pours from the sides of my mouth, staining the white sheets. Pulling it from my mouth, | buck 
my hips and you continue pouring, emptying the entire bottle over me, making me cry out in pure joy. You 
begin to move again, faster this time and | wrap my legs around your hips, pinning you to me ‘cause it's just 


too good. 


And right when | think | can't take much more, you pause, sweat drenching out bodies. You pump me once 
more and | finally cum, all over my chest, my stomach. The thick, white seed mixing with the dark red alcohol 
blends beautifully across my torso. | scream out your name as waves of pleasure pulse through my whole 


body, making me shudder. You let loose too, crying out my name once more as you release it all inside of me. 


You bite once more, breaking the skin on my neck and collapse. Our sweat mixes and you release me from my 


restraints, unbuckling the belts that held my wrists. 


Red marks and bruises began to form all around my body; my hips, my thighs, my neck, my chest. 
Everywhere, you've left your mark for the whole world to see, just the way you like it. 


